i$4      THE VILLAGE IN THE JUNGLE
fused to talk, and squatted with his back against
the wall silent throughout the night. The effect
upon Silindu was different. He saw at last the
malignity of the headman and how his life had been
ruined by it. This last stroke made him aware of
the long series of misfortunes, which he now felt
were all due to the same cause. This knowledge
roused him at last from his resignation and from the
torpor habitual to his mind. He talked incessantly
in a low voice, sometimes to Babun, but more often,
apparently to himself.
"They call me a hunter, a vedda? A fine hunter!
To be hunted for years now and not to know it!
It is the headman who is the vedda, a very clever
hunter. I have been lying here like a fat old stag
in a thicket while he was crawling, crawling nearer
and nearer, round and round, looking for the shot.
Where was the watching doe to cry the alarm?
Always he shot me down as I lay quiet. But the
old hunter should be very careful. In the end mis-
fortune comes. Perhaps this time I am a buffalo,
wounded. The wise hunter does not follow up the
wounded buffalo, where the jungle is thick. Ha!
ha! The wounded buffalo can be as clever as the
clever hunter. He hears the man crawling and
crawling through the jungle. He stands there out
of the track in the shadows, the great black head